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veloped was that his estimation of them was so
modest. His facility in versification led him to dif-
fuseness in his poems, and the modest estimation in
which he held his work, when done, was a discourage-
ment to the timce labor so necessary to perfection.
He told me that he had written eight hundred lines
of one of his tales in one night, but at the same time
he regretted that he could not invent a plot, though
the exquisite manner in which he carried out the old
plots which have been the common property of poets
since poetry existed in the form of tales is honor
enough.

But in the feeling for pure decoration, which is
the essential element in art, in the universality of his
application of it, and the high excellence to which
he brought it in each branch to which he devoted
himself, I doubt if Morris has had a rival in our
day; and I am inclined to think that in the default
of an early education in art, such as the great Italian
painters received, we lost one of the greatest artists
who have ever lived. For with the high degree in
which he-possessed taste, technical abilities never
fully developed in work, and exquisite feeling for
color and invention in design, he had the large
human mould which would have made his work
majestic beyond that of any of his great contem-
poraries and co-workers. He remained, owing to the
late discovery of himself and the poor opinion of his
abilities, only a large sketch of what his completed
self would have been. He had that full, sensuous
vitality which Madox Brown so completely lacked to